A  SALT  BREEZE

ithere again it is gone, carried down under the
waves, and the beach is low and naked.

Both the sight and the sound of the waves fill
the mind with images. One thinks of rockets,
windrows, embroideries. How they lift themselves
up and grow tall as they approach the shore?
They are entering shallower water, they are run-
ning aground, and they rise up like vessels.

I saw little in the waves that suggested steeds,
but more that reminded of huge sheep. At tin?r~
they would come wallowing ashore precisely like a
great flock or mob of woolly-headed sheep. The
wave breaks far out, and then comes that rushing
line of tossing, leaping woolly heads and shoulders,
diminishing as it comes, and leaving the space
behind it strewn with foam. Sometimes the waves
look like revolving cylindrical knives, carving the
coast. Then they thrust up their thin, crescent-
shaped edges, like reapers, reaping only shells and
^and ; yet one seems to hear the hiss of a great
sickle, the crackle of stubble, the rustle of sheaves,
md the screening of grain. Then again there is
mimic thunder as the waves burst, followed by a
sound like the downpouring of torrents of rain.
How it shovels the sand and sifts and washes it
forever! Every particle of silt goes seaward ; it is
the earth-pollen with which the sunken floors of
the sea are deeply covered. What material for
future continents, new worlds and new peoples, is
167ies are not,th land and
